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Chapter 1

My bag lands on the ground with a thud, mixing with the tools and all the other objects from the renovation work. I sigh, disappointed. Their owner is not there. I was already ready to repeat our actions from yesterday.

When, barely home, I found myself pressed against the wall, the body of the man covering mine with power. I lick my lips, remembering the kisses igniting my lower stomach like wildfire. Seeing my lover so enthusiastic, who would have thought that we had slept together only a few hours before?

Guess that wasn't enough for him. He is insatiable, for my greatest pleasure. Without the slightest effort, he turned me around, my hands pressing against the wall so I wouldn't collapse as he took off my panties and was already sinking deep inside me.

I still can't believe this has become my life. When my landlord told me he was going to do renovations in my apartment, I had no idea he would employ the most attractive man I ever seen, nor that this one would become my lover. The first man taking my body.

We are so different. I'm just a twenty-two-year-old student. Before him, no man had touched me. Whereas he... Anthony, in his forties, knows exactly what he's doing. The slightest of his gestures drives me crazy, his muscular body sending mine into ecstasy every time we touch.

He's not really tender. So much the better. It's exactly what I needed. For years, I have been reading BDSM novels, where women are dominated by men, each more talented than the other. And now, it’s my reality.

Anthony is a dominant, and he never hesitates to show it to me, punishing me with his hand or his belt as soon as the opportunity arose.

With my cheeks rosy from the thoughts, I caress my ass lightly, trying to remember the burning sensations on my thin skin. In my bra, I already feel my nipples pointing. I shouldn't be so turned on by these simple thoughts.

But that's the effect this man has on me. And to think that he is not there to help me evacuate this overflow of desire... I can't believe he's already gone. And tomorrow is the weekend. Who knows if I will see him?

I sigh again and walk into the living room, ready to head to my bedroom. I have no other solution to relieve myself than to use my vibrator. Images come to mind. My first time. When he caught me touching myself while moaning his name.

He approached my bed, leaning over my body while grabbing the sex toy in his hands. As he whispered obscene words in my ear, he forced me to beg him to make me cum, gently torturing me until finally giving me my first orgasm delivered from a man's hand.

I lick my lips, remembering the way he bent me on his leg to spank me, when he found out I fantasized about that kind of stuff. He spared no effort, making me shudder and tremble, until I confessed to him that I was still a virgin. That didn't stop him though...

My lustful thoughts pause as I spot a box on the dining table. Intrigued, I approach. On the package lies a card, a handwritten Charlotte on it. I grab the slip of paper and hurry to read it, discovering my lover's nervous handwriting.

Tomorrow, 11 a.m.

You will wear what I bought you, and you will wait for me in the entrance, on all fours, your ass facing the door.

Disobey, and you’ll be punished.

Anthony.

I shiver, both excited and intrigued by this message. Feverishly, I grab the box, undoing it as quickly as my trembling fingers allow.

A gasp of surprise escapes my mouth. I take the piece of fabric out of its box, holding it with my fingertips to get a better look at it. The least we can say is that there is not much to cover me. The garment is more like a harness than lingerie.

And yet, I already feel excited to wear it and become my master's little thing. Because that is what he promises me with this gift. A day of submission, exploring new things, skirting new limits. Cum again and again.

I bite my bottom lip, lewd images already creeping into my mind. With a perky step, I head for my bathroom.

I have to be perfect to welcome my dominant.


Chapter 2

For the umpteenth time, I readjust my ponytail, trying to make it perfect. By focusing on my hair, I avoid looking at what's lower in the mirror. My body, harnessed in this lingerie that reveals absolutely everything about me. I'm not sure I understand the point of this item. If he can see all of me, why not get naked directly?

I blush again when I see my silhouette. My breast looks even bigger now that it's supported by that piece of fabric. I slide my eyes over my body, until I meet my perfectly shaved pussy. It's not something I'm used to doing, but I thought that, with this outfit, it would be the perfect occasion. I hope he appreciates the effort.

My nipples are already pointing as I imagine him staring at my body, watching me like I'm the most beautiful thing he's ever seen. I look at the clock again, impatient. He can't get here fast enough.

Still, I can't help but be worried. He has never asked me to do something so intense. What if I'm not good enough? What if he's disappointed in my performance, and would rather go out and find a better submissive than me?

I sweep these ideas out of my head. After all, if I can satisfy him by being a virgin, I don't see why I can't now that we've done it several times. Now that I understand what he expects of me. If he can be abrupt sometimes, I never felt in danger with him. I know my initiation has only just begun; he still has a lot to teach me.

Diligently, I paint my mouth a bright red. I know, this lipstick does not have a very good hold. Exactly what it takes to spread out on his cock if he were to slip it into my mouth. A shiver of excitement runs through me. Luckily, it's almost time.

My heart is pounding as I step out of my bathroom, carefully avoiding looking out the window. I know it, the inhabitants of the building opposite could perfectly see me in this lustful outfit, if they were to look out their windows.

The thought fills me with shame, but also excites me. There is something extremely depraved about imagining oneself being watched, observed, admired. And that pleases me.

Arrived in the entrance, I take a deep breath to calm myself down. Then, I turn my back to the door, and let myself fall on all fours. I let the weight of my body rest on my knees and elbows, my face a few inches off the ground. I blush, feeling more exposed than ever.

I know it, as soon as he opens the door, my dominant will have a perfect view of my anatomy. On my bare pussy. Will he see the excitement that is already starting to appear between my thighs?

My cheeks heat up at the thought. Yet he knows that I am a depraved. I don't know why I want to try to maintain the illusion.

The minutes pass, each one slower than the next. I feel like he'll never arrive. I imagine improbable scenarios, all of them straight out of the erotic novels I usually read.

I imagine him hiding a camera, while he did the renovation work, and that he's now watching me, wanting to test my obedience. If so, he might let me hang around for an hour, two hours, even all day, just to see if I'm capable of obeying his orders.

But before I have time to worry, my entire body tenses. The distinct sound of a key being turned in the door is heard. That's it, my dominant is there. I readjust my position one last time, making sure to give him exactly what he wanted.

The atmosphere of the room changes completely when he enters. His presence is so strong, so imposing, that it takes up all the space as soon as he arrives somewhere. I don't need to see him to be intoxicated by him already, his delicious cologne reaching my nostrils.

He says nothing, his silence ringing like sweet torture in my ears. I swallow, my cheeks red as ever from the shame I feel right now. I try to calm my breathing, trying to ignore the humiliation that grips my stomach.

This situation is becoming untenable. How did I end up accepting this? Someone with enough self-respect should probably not find herself in this position, totally offered to a man she did not know until recently.

And yet, that's exactly what happens to me. And from this shame is born something even stronger. Desire. A desire so strong that it pushes me to accept everything.

Finally, my dominant is heard. It's just a soft hum, a sound of appreciation. But it warms my heart. My master is not disappointed. That's all I care about. Because I know that if he is satisfied, then soon I will be too. I shiver as his voice echoes through the hallway.

“Hello, Submissive.”

I can barely manage to stammer out a hello, Master, too impressed by the situation. I may have read dozens, hundreds, of erotic novels on BDSM, but doing it in real life is something quite different.

I hold my breath as he walks around me, crouching down in front of me. He says nothing for a few moments, surely distracted by the vision of my breasts already offered to him. Then he grabs my chin between his fingers to force me to look at him.

I bite my bottom lip, embarrassed. A slight satisfied smile stretches his lips. He gently pats my cheek, as if congratulating me for following his instructions to the letter. Then, he makes me discover the object he has in his hand.

I hadn't noticed it yet, too preoccupied with his presence and my mission. I gulp and look up at him, puzzled. Because what he is presenting to me is a leash, I have no doubt about it.

The harness he put on me has a neck collar. It’s true that I noticed the small metal ring that is attached. However, I had not made the connection with this object so degrading in his hands. He smiles, visibly proud of his effect. His deep voice makes me shiver.

“You're going to show me what a good girl you are, right?”

With difficulty, I nod, still impressed at the idea of being on a leash. However, I do not flinch when a small click is heard. That's it. I am locked for good. The man wastes no more time, getting up and tugging on the leash to lead me forward into the room.

I walk behind him without hesitation, like the good girl he wants me to be. The ground is hard under my knees and my hands, but I'm not complaining. What my master wants, my master gets. Otherwise, I will be punished. Not that I don't mind the prospect. But I would like to wait a little before eventually rebelling against his authority.

Arrived in the middle of the room, he stops dead, creating a surge of fear in the pit of my stomach. He leans towards me, looking at me with authority.

“Open the mouth.”

Without the slightest resistance, I obey him. My breathing quickens as he wedges the leather leash between my teeth, probably pushing it deeper than necessary. I almost gag, but hold on, accepting the object.

He walks away, leaving me alone in the middle of the room. I take a deep breath, trying to come to terms with the absence of his presence near me. He settles into the sofa, as comfortably as if he were there to drink a beer and watch a good football match.

I try not to get carried away by my emotions, even if it’s difficult for me. A wave of shame washes over me as he pulls out his phone, paying no attention to me at all. I grit my teeth, both embarrassed and angry at being treated like this. But I know I have to be patient. The more I resist, the more he will make me pay. I hold back a sigh of relief when he finally speaks to me, not looking up.

“Crawl.”

Without hesitation, I start walking, too happy to find the presence of his body against mine. However, I'm not rushing. I even play a little, having fun rolling hips. I stop dead as I look up at him. As I had hoped, he’s now looking at me. But not directly.

His phone is raised to me. I have no doubt, he’s filming me, watching me through his screen. I swallow, trying to regain composure. I told him that I didn't mind if he took pictures of me or filmed me.

But I hadn't expected it to turn out like this. When he talked about it, it seemed like a remote possibility in the future. Now I have to take responsibility for my words.

He clicks his tongue, signaling his annoyance. With a lump in my throat, I set off again, keeping my eyes fixed on him despite the shame I feel. I should get up and go, hide my body under a ton of clothes and lock myself in my room. Why am I accepting this treatment? What's wrong with me?

As tears of humiliation threaten to fall, I arrive at my master's feet. The leash still stuck in my mouth, I nestle between his spread legs. Gently, he caresses my hair, murmuring his satisfaction with a soft voice. I can't even hear the words he says, my brain too clouded with shame for that. All I care about is the gentleness of his gestures.

I look up at him, hoping he'll get rid of that uncomfortable leash still in my mouth. But he doesn't care about my comfort. Everything that interests him at the moment is much further south.

His eyes seem captivated by my exposed breasts. I follow his gaze and blush in shame, noticing how my nipples are pointing. Impossible for me to hide my excitement. A mocking smile forms on his lips as he leans back on the couch, his eyes burning on me.

Without hurrying, he takes a new object from his pocket. My breath catches when I see the metal clips he pulls out. For now, he just lays them close to him like a silent threat.

Then, his fingers approach my body, seizing without delicacy of my points. I can't hold back a moan, barely muffled by the leather leash in my mouth. For a few moments, he pulls, he pinches, sending electric shocks throughout my body.

I bite the leather. My breathing quickens, it becomes almost uncontrollable as, between my thighs, I feel my excitement flowing. My cheeks are red from making such sounds, while his gaze is intently fixed on me.

I tense as he grabs hold of the pliers, bringing them closer to me. My breath hitches as he places the first one. I cannot describe the feeling. It's like a light bite. A sting that lasts and lasts.

Still, it's not as unpleasant as I might have thought. It's even almost good, as long as you like the sweet burn of pain. And as he made me discover, I do.

For a few moments, we stand there, motionless. Then he finally pulls the leash out of my mouth. I can't help but move my jaw, trying to relieve it after it tenses around the leather object.

A mocking sound comes out of my dominant’s mouth as he grabs my chin with his fingertips. With his other hand, he decides to tackle the opening of his pants, the click of his belt and his zipper awakening in me a strange mixture of excitement and concern.

He doesn't seem to want to take his time today, to be delicate. He had warned me. He will put me to the test, train me to become the perfect submissive. And if that's what I want, I can't help but be terrified that I won't make it. To be in too much pain. To be too afraid.

Yet I know it, one word, and everything stops. However, I don't want to say it right now. I want to last as long as possible. Discovering my own limits, even if it is uncomfortable.

His free hand slides through my hair, hooking into my ponytail. Then he pulls on it, forcing me to get closer to him. Without the slightest delicacy, he directs my mouth towards his tense member.

Obediently, I place my lips on the object of my desires, sucking on its tip shyly, as if it were the first time that I had done so. However, I am beginning to know his taste, his texture, by heart. He drives me crazy. Everything about him breathes the male, the perfect man. One look from him and I feel myself melting.

I squeal as he squeezes my hair tighter, pressing a little harder for me to actually take him in my mouth. He only releases the pressure on my skull when I choke, his long cock slamming into the back of my throat.

I don't think I'll ever get used to the feeling. And yet, I wouldn't want to stop experiencing it for anything in the world. It is with pride that I take him so deeply, making, even if only for a few moments, crack his mask of indifference.

I'm not tied, and yet it's just the same. He dictates the pace, his hand never releasing the pressure on my skull. I’m nothing but his object, his thing, at his total disposal so that he empties himself.

All I can do is try to control my breathing as his cock sinks ever deeper, causing a few tears to roll down my cheeks from the pressure in my mouth. As best as I can, I try to accompany these movements by playing my tongue along his length, feasting on feeling the hollows and ribs drawn by his veins.

Suddenly he forcefully pulls my face away. I find myself panting, a light trickle of drool connecting me to the still tense member of my lover. He did not cum, again showing infinite patience.

I keep my eyes fixed on him, obediently waiting for his next command. He doesn't hurry, letting his finger slide over my mouth to spread my lipstick already damaged by his cock. Then his arms wrap around my waist, lifting me effortlessly.

I find myself straddling one of his legs, my hands automatically resting on his stomach. Through his light T-shirt, I can feel his firm abs, the ones I fantasize about when he works bare-chested.

His hand rests on my hips and slowly, he begins to move me. I let out a gasp of surprise, now well aware of the nudity of my pussy. It rubs on his jeans, tearing me light sighs that I can’t control.

The sensation is raw, delicious. The contrast of my thin skin against the fabric making me shiver with pleasure. My fingers cling to his T-shirt, gripping it like I want to keep myself from falling.

But as I begin to follow his movement, his hands close more tightly on my skin, immobilizing me. He gives me a stern look. It's up to him to decide the pace. I must not try to take more pleasure, more control, than he wants to give me.

I bite my lip, repentant. He stays staring at me for a moment, before resuming his movements, lifting his leg slightly to give me even more friction. I would like to rest my forehead on his shoulder and let myself go to the sensations he offers me. But I don't dare to move, too worried that he will stop again. Or worse, punish me.

My breathing is choppy, and I can hardly control my body now. In the pit of my stomach, I feel an indescribable warmth. The clamps tight around my nipples only add to the pleasure I feel. Soon I couldn't take it anymore, my body almost shaking from the sensations.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

“What a little slut. Five minutes on my leg, is that all you need?

“Y… Yes, Master!”

“Go ahead. Come.”

I barely have time to thank him when my entire body tenses, invaded by an orgasm as fast as it is powerful. One of his hands slides up my neck, gripping it tightly to force me into a passionate kiss. The first since he arrived.

Despite my erratic breathing, I let his tongue take over my mouth, clinging to him like my life depended on it.

Slowly, he lets me come to myself, his kiss slowing slightly. When he finally lets go of my mouth, I've recovered from my devastating orgasm. He clicks his tongue but says nothing. I follow his gaze, tensing as I see what he is looking at.

“Look what you did to my pants. You were really horny, huh, my little slut. I should make you clean up your acts.”

I clench my jaw, remembering the time he made me lick his fingers after he made me cum with them. There is something absolutely obscene about tasting your own excitement.

My eyes stay fixed on the dark stain decorating his jeans. I was even more soaked than I thought. I let out a little cry as his hand crashes into my ass with a loud slap. Immediately, I feel the excitement rising deep within me.

Again, his arms wrap around me to lift me up. Between his legs, his member is still proudly outstretched, begging for deliverance. I lick my lips, ready to receive again the ecstasy that I get every time he is inside me.

I grit my teeth as his tip lines up with my entrance. He’s so sick, and I'm so tight. He was the one who took my virginity, and since then, every time he comes inside me, it's like the first time. Instinctively, my fingers land on his shoulders, squeezing them in an attempt to gain some control. He doesn't stop me, continuing to press my hips until I'm completely seated on top of him.

My breathing is interrupted by small gasps, triggered each time one of us moves a little. I feel like I'm split open on his thick cock. And yet, I don't want him to withdraw. I want to stay on top of him, feel his every move. Every inch of his intimacy in contact with mine.

His hands rest on my hips, lifting me up to slide me down his length. I hold my breath as he impales me on top of him again. This little dance lasts for long minutes, making me squeal with as much discomfort as pleasure. Even though it hurts me, I absolutely don't want him to stop. I know that soon he will make me cum again.

As I begin to relax, one of his hands slides down my back, tracing my spine, descending lower and lower. My breath hitches as he tucks it between my buttocks, playing with my jagged edge.

I know it, he repeated it to me several times. He wants to take this taboo place of my body. Introducing me to the secret pleasures of anal, making sure it's an experience like no other. Despite the shame I feel at the idea of letting him take me to this place, I must admit that I am curious, and that the little we did was delicious.

But from there to take it all, when I already have trouble taking it in my soaked pussy? I don't know if I can do it.

His finger slides lower, blithely covering itself with my excitement. Anthony moves his face forward, whispering in my ear, his voice made even more hoarse with excitement.

“Breathe. You know it will be more difficult if you are tense.”

I nod and close my eyes, taking a deep breath. Slowly, he slips his finger inside me, thrusting knuckle by knuckle without never stopping. My hands close around his shoulders, my fingernails digging into the T-shirt he hasn't bothered to take off.

I barely have time to get used to his presence before he puts a second finger inside me. I grit my teeth, feeling full and on the verge of tearing. He stopped moving, busying himself with a light nibble on my earlobe. I can't help moaning, enjoying this simple yet highly erotic gesture.

A soft squeal escapes my mouth as his cock resumes its movements inside me, his hips rippling to burrow deep inside my body. I bite my lip, slowly getting used to the feeling. With each movement, my clit rubs against his body, sending me shocks through all my limbs. His thrusts accelerate, making me moan for real.

Then his fingers start moving more, scissoring inside me, spreading me apart even more when I thought it was impossible. Screams die in my throat as I get a full pounding.

I’m no more than an object. His rag doll, which he takes as he pleases, twisting me in all positions until he finally empties inside me. But he won't do that right away. Not until I cum a second time.

Nothing romantic about that. No. If he does let me come first, it's to give himself the pleasure of taunting me, teasing me about how quickly I come when he has his fingers in my ass. I know he's right, and yet the idea fills me with shame.

My cries now echo through the room. Maybe we can be heard from outside, but I don't care. Because quickly, the orgasm flows through my veins, even more powerful than before. I'm just a disjointed doll, moaning and heaving to the rhythm of the thrusts of my lover. He squeezes my hip tighter, before stopping to empty himself deep inside me.

As we both come back to earth, never separating our bodies, he continues to move his fingers lazily inside me, drawing small sighs from me. A devilish smile forms on his lips.

“Today I'm going to take your little ass.”


Chapter 3

I play with my fingers, nervous. Anthony is rummaging through my closet, silently searching for the outfit he's going to make me wear. Carelessly, he throws a little flowery dress on the bed, before approaching me. Slowly, he removes my harness, releasing me from its tight embrace. Then, with a nod, he orders me to put on the dress.

I'm blushing. He didn't take any underwear out. I who never go out without at least a sports bra to cover me, this is new. But I do it anyway, letting the fabric of the dress slide over my bare skin. No sooner am I covered than his voice echoes again.

“Lean forward on the bed.”

I obey him, trying not to shake as his hand slides down my thigh, lifting my thin skirt to see my ass. Then, I hear the very distinctive noise of the lubricant coming out of its tube. I swallow, knowing full well what he is doing.

I still shiver as I feel the plug pressing against my crenelated entrance, enlarged by his fingers just a few minutes ago. I take a deep breath in the face of this new intrusion, trying to ignore what will come next.

I must face it. After admiring his work, he helps me straighten up before leading me to the front door. As soon as we are in the street, a shiver takes me. It's hot today though, but I can't help but fold my arms around myself, embarrassed.

Even though I'm dressed, I feel more naked than ever in this light dress. A single gust of wind, and all the people in the street will see my soaked intimacy, my ass, and the plug that decorates it.

It's not the first time he's making me feel ashamed, nor the first time he's making me wear a plug. But I never thought he would take me out like this. He walks beside me as if nothing was going on. How can he maintain such self-control? How can he pretend that I'm not there by his side, ready to receive him if he wants to?

Arrived at the food truck at the end of my street, he orders our lunch in the most natural way in the world. I clench my jaw, tensing even more. Because suddenly, I feel his seed running between my legs.

He didn't allow me to shower after he emptied himself inside me, no doubt expecting this outcome. Does it turn him on, knowing that this is happening to me? Is this some twisted way he has of marking his possession on me?

I can't look up, convinced that everyone around us knows that I have a plug in me, that I'm a slut. I can't deny it. This is who I am. Because as embarrassed as I am by the situation, my nipples pointing against the fabric of my dress indicate how I really feel. Excited.

I know we're being watched, even more so when he runs his hand down my lower back, leaving no doubt about our relationship. The age difference between us shows, as does the natural authority he has over me. Are we being judged? Are we envied?

I let myself be led to a table, tugging at my skirt as I sit down, careful not to reveal anything. I grit my teeth, the small object inside me made even more imposing by this position. Eyes fixed on the table, I watch Anthony install my meal in front of me.

I'm not sure I'm so hungry after all, too obsessed with the depraved situation I find myself in. I'm sure his still dripping seed will stain my skirt, and the chair under me. I feel mortified. And yet, I say nothing.

I could express my discomfort. Even ask him to stop this experiment. And yet, I find myself unable to. There's this little voice inside me, my libido, I think, whispering to me just another minute. Hold on, one more minute.

All I hope now is that he gets me back to my apartment quickly. I shiver despite the sun caressing my skin. I know what will happen if we go home. He won’t be satisfied with just a plug, nor a few fingers. Today it's his cock that is waiting for me. And if the idea scares me, it also excites me.

Mechanically, I grab some fries, plunging them into my mouth greedily. I need to gain strength. My dominant lets out a satisfied sound. I finally dared to look up, feeling his burning gaze on me. My heart skips a beat. God, this man is handsome.

I know there are many women around us who are cursing me, dreaming of being in my place. If they knew what a good lover he is, I'm sure they'd hate me even more. But how many of them could bear what he imposes on me? Able to open their thighs at his command, and let him shove toys into the most intimate parts of their bodies? Not many, I'm sure. And that fills me with pride.

My lover's eyes slide over my body, following a drop of sweat slipping into my cleavage, going to lodge between my breasts. His mouth opens slightly at the sight and I bite my lip, imagining him kissing the soft skin of my chest before grabbing hold of one of my pointed nipples.

A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as the images intensify. I try to make them disappear, concentrating on my meal. We don't talk much, just enjoying the food and each other's calm presence by our side. It could pass for a perfectly normal meal, if it weren't for this plug stuck in me.

When we get up to leave, I don't have to lower my hand to know my skirt is soaked. My cheeks flush red as I try to hide my back against my dominant. But this one is very careful to shift to offer people in the street the spectacle of my humiliation. I lower my head and quicken my pace, desperate to get home.

I breathe a slight sigh of relief as we enter the lobby of the building. That's it, only three more floors to climb and I'll be safe. But as I'm about to climb the stairs, my dominant wraps his hand around my wrist, stopping me dead in my tracks.

“Give me your dress.”

“W… What?”

“Give. Me. Your. Dress.”

I shiver, horrified at my lover's firm tone. His gaze leaves no room for discussion. My heart is pounding, my thoughts are racing. Is he really asking me that? Ok, we're not on the street anymore. But someone might come out of their apartment, surprise us.

Yet, without me even realizing it, my fingers move towards the zipper of my dress, opening it until the fabric falls at my feet, leaving my body bare. It's only three floors. I can do it. And my master will be proud of me.

I bend down to pick up the dress and give it to him before starting to climb the stairs. I don't even try to rush, making the show last for my lover as long as possible. If he wants to play, I'm going to give him his money's worth.

He does not follow me right away, taking his distance to observe me better. Step after step, I continue my ascent, my cheeks redder than ever. Is this really happening to me? When did I become such a slut?

I think if he asked me to stop and get on all fours, right there in the middle of the stairs, to take me for hours, I think I would.

But my newfound confidence is crushed when, just a few feet from my apartment, my next-door neighbor's door opens. I stop, frozen like a deer caught in the headlights of a car". Of course, he had to come out now.

I have hardly ever seen him, but today he’s here, blinking, stunned by the spectacle that I offer him. The man is in his thirties and is rather attractive. And now, he knows everything about me.

I should rush to my door, lock myself in my house forever, or move to the other side of the country. But I don't, my startled eyes fixed on his. He can't help but look down to glance at my body.

He jumps as Anthony approaches me. He hadn't noticed his presence. I finally snap out of my stupor as my dominant wraps his arm around my waist, pulling me home.

I let myself go, wondering if the other noticed the plug in me. I'm sure he did. Once inside, I mechanically take off my shoes before heading to my bedroom. To my refuge. My dominant follows me, watching me as I stagger in place.

“What’s the matter, Baby Girl?”

“I’m never leaving this room, ever!”

“Why?”

“That’s my neighbor!”

“And?”

“It’s humiliating!”

“And?”

I stop, watching him, trying to understand what he's getting at. He approaches me with his feline gait. His hand captures my chin, forcing me to look into his eye. I shiver as his deep voice echoes.

“Dare to say you’re not turned on right now.”

“N... No.”

I can barely stammer, my cheeks flushed. I know I shouldn't lie, but I can’t help it. How could I admit something so depraved?

The man clicks his tongue, and before I can even move, he slips his hand between my legs. I bite my lip and look away as his fingers trail down my slit, covering themselves with my newfound excitement.

I don't know what I was hoping for with that lie. Now I know that a retribution awaits me. He clicks his tongue again, visibly displeased.

“You know what happens to liars. Bend over the dresser.”

I'm shaking, unable to move. Everything about the situation is impressive. His severe air. My naked body while he is still completely covered with his clothes. The punishment that threatens to befall me. I know he won’t be tender. Especially if I take too long to obey him.

I finally manage to move my body, bending over until my elbows are resting on my dresser. He doesn't say anything for a long moment, but his commanding presence behind me is enough to make me tremble.

“I’m going to punish you now. You're going to thank me for being so patient with you when you're a bad girl. Understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

I can barely stammer. But he doesn't care, because I barely have time to close my mouth that a first slap hits my ass. I grit my teeth. I almost forgot how much his large hands can hurt. And that's just the beginning.

He made it clear to me, he’s not going to be gentle with me, and this torture will last for a while. I thank him in a breath for this spanking, while his hand is already falling on me again.

One, two, five times...

No matter how many smacks he gives me, I accept them. Never mind if it hurts, never mind if I feel like my skin is going to catch fire with every hit. There's no way I'm giving up. No way am I pronouncing my safe word. I know I can do it.

My fingers wrap around the edges of the dresser, my fingernails digging into the wood. My thanks dwindle despite my efforts, my voice hoarse with tears as he continues to hit me. And yet, I continue to thank him, as if he were doing me a favor.

A higher-pitched cry escapes my throat as he just crushed his hand on my soaked intimacy. I never thought that one day he would hit this place. The pain is incomparable. It radiates throughout the rest of my body without ever stopping.

I try to regain control of my breathing, to give meaning to what is happening to me. In my torment, I forget my mission. My dominant clicks his tongue, displeased.

“Watch out little girl. Don't make me start over.”

I let out a desperate squeal at the thought, tears constricting my throat. I don't think I'll be able to start over. I'm even sure I won’t. So, I thank him with a pathetic squeal.

“Th… Thank you Master.”

A new slap on my privacy answers me, projecting my body against the dresser. I hurt like never before, yet I thank him. My body shakes against the furniture, but that doesn’t stop him, as he resumes his slaps on my ass.

At every moment, my knees threaten to give out. How will he react if I fall to the ground before the end of my punishment? I'm not sure he'll be very happy about it.

Luckily, I won't have to find out. Slowly, he caresses my ass, making me sigh with relief. My dominant notices, and calls me out in an almost menacing voice.

"Don't relax too much, little girl. I'm far from done with you.”


Chapter 4

I barely have time to catch my breath that his arms wrap around me. With force, he lifts me and throws me without the slightest delicacy on the bed. I feel playful, despite the severe punishment he has just inflicted on me. I know I might upset him, be punished even more, but I can't help it.

Rather than staying calmly in place, I move forward on the bed, as if trying to escape him. But I barely start to move that his hand clamps down hard on my ankle. With force, he pulls me back to get closer to him.

I shiver as he spins me around in one motion, leaning menacingly over my body. His hand slides down my neck, squeezing it lightly. My breathing quickens, a touch of fear inviting itself into my stomach.

I know I'm not in danger. And yet, I can't help but shudder as his hand tightens a little more, proving to me yet again the power and authority he possesses over me.

“Where do you think you're going, huh, little girl? Do you really think you can escape me? You're mine. I'll do whatever I want to you. Destroy your little body. Make you cum until you can't take it anymore. I thought I'd take it slow, but today it seems you need to learn the hard way.”

I shiver as he goes looking for his bag, casually placed in the doorway of my room. My eyes widen as I see him pull out a leather strap, interspersed in the middle with a red silicone ball. I swallow, understanding what he wants to do with this object.

“You are a bad girl, Charlotte. And the bad girls, I train them.”

My entire body is shaking, and yet I give him a defiant look. He clicks his tongue, visibly annoyed that I am stubborn in my disobedience. Firmly, he presses against my jaw to force me to open my mouth, using his strength to slip the ball between my teeth.

I bite into it with a grunt as he tightens the straps behind my head. The sensation is strange, and not really pleasant. And yet, I let myself go. Even if deep in my stomach, I feel anger, waiting to escape.

A mocking smile on his lips, my dominant comes to observe me. It's as if he was challenging me, telling me to dare to rebel. My eyes flash, but I do nothing. I don't debate, nor do I tap my foot, code that replaces my safe word when my mouth is busy.

He laughs before grabbing a pair of handcuffs. He flips me around, my face smashing into the mattress as he clasps my hands behind my back, trapping them in the metal object.

I shudder, trying to keep my breath calm. It's a waste of time, as he twists my body and my mouth is assailed by this uncomfortable object. Without the slightest delicacy, he lifts my hips, forcing me to present my buttocks to him as my face sinks a little more against the mattress.

The position is not comfortable, but I have no say in it. I should already consider myself lucky if he doesn't decide to hit me again, with his hand or with an even more powerful object.

I hold my breath as he climbs onto the bed behind me. From where I am, I cannot see it, nor can I move. I just have to wait for his law to fall on me. What is he going to do? Remove my plug? Play with my soaked pussy? There's no way to know.

My breath hitches as I feel him coming near me. He may still be dressed, but the bulge in his pants leaves no doubt about his state of excitement. A shiver runs through me as he slowly rubs against me.

My eyes are closing. It's an obscene gesture, and yet it excites me more than ever. I don't know why, but being able to put him in this state with just a bit of resistance is driving me crazy. I almost moan in disappointment as he pulls away from me. But his absence is not long.

I squeal in surprise as his face burrows between my thighs, immediately finding the warmth of my intimacy. Given my behavior, I had not expected that he wanted to give me this kind of pleasure. Already, my sighs echo in the room, barely muffled by my gag.

With the tip of his tongue, he traces sinuous lines along my slit, having fun visiting every corner of my private parts. My breath hitches as his tongue enters me, moving back and forth at an indecent pace.

My gag keeps me from moaning the way I would like as the pleasure spreads throughout my body. He has to hold my hip firmly to prevent me from falling as his mouth captures my clit, tugging at it as if testing its elasticity.

My breathing is uncontrollable. Everything he does to me drives me absolutely insane. I still can't understand why he gives me so much pleasure when I behaved so badly.

But soon, he gives me an answer, stopping when I'm on the verge of orgasm. For long minutes, he does not touch me, does not speak, ensuring that the ecstasy moves away from me.

Then he plunges two fingers into me, my groans made even more ridiculous by the gag imprisoning my mouth. My body opens, offering itself totally to my lover. He presses his lips to my clit again, sucking on it so lightly that I barely feel it.

I move my hips, trying to get a little more friction, to get him moving a little faster inside me. His answer does not take long to come. His hand firmly slaps my ass whose skin is still sensitive, making me jump in pain.

He waits again, his fingers motionless inside me. My excitement wanes again, my orgasm receding. I'm more frustrated than ever, but I know I deserved this treatment. I sigh in relief as his fingers begin to move inside me again. It's very slow, but it's enough to stir up the heat in my stomach.

For long minutes, he tortures me. Every time an orgasm threatens to explode, he stops short. No matter how hard I try to hide it, by remaining silent and still, he always feels it coming. I think he knows my body better than I know him myself. If I usually find it perfect, here it drives me crazy. How many orgasms has he denied me like this? I lost count. Way too much.

I have tears in my eyes as once again he stops short, squeezing a desperate moan from me. I don't know what to do to get this sesame. I'm too limited in my movements, I can't do anything. Just submit, and hope he gets tired of this game soon.

He stops again, but this time straightens up. A tremor runs through my body as I hear him undo his pants. He takes his time, completely undressing this time.

An icy shiver runs down my spine as I feel the mattress sink next to me again. He slides his hand down my back before coming closer to me, his proudly outstretched member pressing against my soaked pussy.

I can't suppress a sigh of satisfaction as he slides it down my slit, coating himself with my natural lube. I arch my back, trying to get a little more friction. A low growl escapes him, visibly delighted to see me behaving like his personal slut.

Finally, he aligns himself with my entry relaxed by his fingers, pushing his way into me. My fingers clench in my palm, the only thing I can do to withstand this powerful thrust. He is not particularly fast, but shows unparalleled strength. He doesn't give me time to get used to his thickness, only stopping once completely deep inside me.

My breathing is erratic as I try to get that ragged feeling to go away. I gasp against my gag, trying not to panic. My body no longer belongs to me. My face blocked by this degrading object, my wrists trapped behind my back, and my thighs held apart by his cock pushed deep inside me.

There is more that I cannot do. I am totally subject to his will. Open and vulnerable. I just have to accept my destiny and let myself go to the sensations I feel.

A hiss escapes my throat as he slowly withdraws, making me feel every curve, every vein, against my tight walls. He plunges back into me with power, sending my body forward in spite of myself.

Then he pulls back again with the same slowness, his hands holding my hips to make sure he can push back deep inside me. I squeal, unsure if I'm feeling pain or pleasure. All I know is that I don't want him to leave me. I want him to keep sinking into me, connecting our bodies in the most delicious way.

I nearly choke on my gag as his movements quicken, unforgiving. One of his hands slides into my hair, grabbing it firmly and pulling me back. Thus arched, I am even more constrained than before in my movements.

Again, I'm just his little thing, totally open for him to take what he wants to take. I tremble, the waves of pleasure rolling through my body made even more intense by these restrictions.

I think I would like him to totally tie me up. There is something incredibly comforting about being deprived of my movements, of my choices. I no longer have anything to decide, no longer to worry about whether I am doing things right. If I look sexy. If I satisfy him. Nothing is in my control, it's up to him to take what he wants.

My moans get louder as he pounds me, one of his hands sliding between my thighs, brushing his fingertips over my hungry clit. I'm so close to orgasm, yet so far away. He knows exactly what he's doing, playing with my limits without ever pushing me one way or the other.

But just when I believe he's finally going to let me cum, his fingers pressing harder, he pulls himself completely out of me, even getting off the bed. Tears of frustration stream down my face, mingling with the drool my gag has created. A plea escapes my throat as he walks away from me.

He walks around the bed, coming to observe his work. What a pathetic sight I have to offer him. Trembling, my makeup smeared on my face…I'm broken. He made me fall into small pieces. It's up to him to put them back together, as he knows how to do so well. He speaks softly, in an almost reassuring voice.

“Have you learned your lesson, baby girl? Are you going to behave now?”

I nod my head frantically, hoping to show him my goodwill. He chuckles softly, his fingers moving behind my face to undo the gag. He mutters with a grunt.

“We’ll see.”

With a grimace, I move my sore jaw, trying to regain feeling after having it locked in the same position by the gag. But my rest is only short-lived. A shiver runs through me as he approaches my face, his cock still painfully taut between his legs. I don't have to be Sherlock Holmes to know what he expects of me.

Before he even asks me, I open my mouth, holding back a grimace of pain as his tip slides into me. His thickness is not going to do anything to improve the pains in my jaw, but I don't care. I want to please him. Maybe then, I will finally be entitled to an orgasm.

As I advance my head to take him deeper and deeper, I can't ignore the presence of my own taste on his member, mixing with the few drops already leaking from his slit.

A few weeks ago, I would have been disgusted even at the thought of doing such a thing. Now those tastes mingling under my tongue only drive me crazier with excitement. Between my thighs, I'm soaked like never before, ready to receive him again the moment he deems me worthy.

In the meantime, I focus on his length, wrapping my tongue around him as his fingers tangled in my hair hold me in place. Without rushing, he begins to move back and forth, letting his cock hit the back of my throat.

Obscene noises fill the room as again tears of discomfort form at the corner of my eyes. My breathing is difficult, but I hold on. I feel it, he’s not very far, it is up to me to make him plunge into orgasm.

I look up at him, giving him a fake expression of innocence. It must be the dream of many men his age. To have a twenty-something woman totally devoted to their pleasure, desperate for their approval. That's my case. More than anything, I want to do well. Satisfy him.

So, despite the pain and the difficulty of my position, I focus more than ever, letting my tongue draw incomprehensible patterns on the satiny skin of the man. Gasps begin to escape from his throat. He won't be able to hold back much longer.

If I had my hands free, I would pass them over his ass, over his balls, to give him that last touch of sensations he needs to sink completely. His movements are less precise, more abrupt, and I have to concentrate so as not to completely choke on his cock.

Suddenly, his fingers tighten on my hair, and his hips still. With a grunt worthy of an animal, he lets go of everything, letting his seed line the back of my throat in long, hot strings.

I don't take my eyes off him as the waves of orgasm contort his face into an expression that is both lustful and incredibly beautiful. And to say that I am at the origin of it. I don't know what I did to deserve this, but I'm happy about it.

He pulls back, finally leaving my mouth empty. A great fatigue takes me, and I close my eyes to concentrate on my disturbed breathing. He lets his hands slide on either side of my neck, gently caressing my skin, my hair, bringing me more than welcome comfort for a few moments.

He crouches down in front of me, capturing my lips in a slow but intense kiss. I relax, forgetting all the hard things I had to endure today. His powerful spanking. The many orgasms he denied me. His cock tearing me in two, on each side of my body. But a shiver takes me as he pulls back, and his deep voice rings out.

“You haven't forgotten what I want to do to you, right?”

I tense up immediately. Of course I haven't forgotten. He wants to use my most taboo hole. Not just with his fingers, or with a plug. No. This time, it's his entire cock that he wants to get inside me.

His glorious cock, so long, so thick. I already have trouble taking it in my mouth and in my pussy. So how will I be able to accommodate him in this tight entrance?

My dominant doesn't seem worried. He seems confident he can do it. And that no matter what’s the cost. I'm shivering. Even though I'm scared, I know I'm not in danger. My dominant won't hurt me. At least not more than I can bear. And then, until now, I have always appreciated what he has done to me, right? There is no reason for it to be any different.

He captures my lips again, his hands stroking my hair one last time before straightening and moving around the bed again. A trail of goosebumps forms on my body as he lets his index finger slide down my spine in an incredibly erotic gesture.

I bite the inside of my cheek as he finally reaches the base of my ass. He doesn't move immediately, leaving his finger carelessly resting on the plug still stuck inside me. I'm barely breathing, too focused on his movements to even think about it.

I can't suppress a gasp as he slowly grabs the object and slowly pulls it out. With both hands, he spreads my buttocks, admiring each of my entries open and exposed to his gaze.

I let out a moan of shame and pleasure mixed. For what seems like hours, he says nothing, just admiring the view I offer him. In the position I'm in, I can't see it. Impossible to know his reactions, his thoughts. Does he have an erection again, to see me in such a depraved position?

I can't help a slight pout as his hands leave me, and he walks away again to rummage through his bag. I focus on my breathing, trying to forget how vulnerable my position is.

I'm naked, ass in the air in the middle of the room, with nothing to protect me. That feeling of vulnerability doesn't go away as he comes back to me. I know, if he left, it was to fetch toys. Will I support them?

His fingers play over my body, tracing my soaked slit. Then he puts an object in my hands, still tied behind my back. A silicone wand. But this is not a dildo.

No, that toy is made up of balls, getting bigger and bigger. My dominant takes the time to let me feel them all, my eyes widening as I discover their size. Will he try to get it all inside me?

I swallow as the object leaves my hands, and the sound of lube echoes through the room. After covering the object with it, he also makes it flow on my intimacy, the contact of the cold gel with my very sensitive skin making me shiver.

As my face rests against the mattress again, his hand rests on my lower back. He does not move it, his warmth on my skin enough to bring me some comfort in this so impressive ordeal.

I take a deep breath as he approaches the object of my intimacy. The first ball is smaller than the plug that was there a few moments ago, and enters without difficulty. The one below does the same.

I relax a bit, relieved that I'm managing to take it. I shouldn't be so sure of myself though. I know it, the difficulty will only increase as it grows. I focus on my breathing as Anthony continues to work the object into me.

He takes his time, watching my every reaction. I hiss in discomfort as a larger lump enters me. It seems huge to me, and yet, I'm sure there are even bigger ones after.

I grit my teeth as he resumes his plunge, trying to force an even thicker ball inside me. My fingers clench, tears threaten to flow. It's not that it hurts horribly per se, but I feel like I'm split open, and nothing will ever bring my body back to its normal sensations again.

With the tip of his thumb, my dominant caresses my lower back, tracing small circles to help me ground myself in the moment and feel better. His deep voice makes me shiver.

“Come on little girl. Show me you can take it”

“Y... Yes, Master.”

A good girl escapes from between his teeth as he finishes inserting the large ball inside me. My breathing is heavy, my body trying to get used to these unnatural sensations. His hand caresses my ass, my back, my thighs, flattering me as he drops lube on the object again.

My teeth sink into the sheets beneath me as finally the last ball enters me. My breathing is erratic, and I feel like I'm going to pass out from the intense feeling.

But the caresses of my lover, as well as his words of encouragement, helps me to anchor myself in reality. I don't really know what he's saying, my mind is too foggy for that. But the music of his voice is enough for me to relax.

I let myself go to these sensations, trying to analyze what I feel. Little by little, I get used to this imposing presence within me. Seeing that I relax, my lover slides his hand lower, until reaching my clit. I suddenly realize how soaked I am, and not just because of what we did earlier.

Having this thing shoved deep inside of me turns me on way more than I ever thought possible. So when he captures my clit between his fingers, I can't hold back a long moan. A mocking sound escapes his throat as he continues his movements, painfully slow.

He continues for long moments, making me more ready than ever. I've had enough of this toy. I want to feel him. The warmth of his body. The feel of his skin rubbing against mine in the most erotic of dances. I want him all, that he engulfs me so that he never abandons me again. But that's not what I’m getting.

I jump when I feel a new silicone object slipping between my thighs. Slowly, he presses down my slit before aligning it with my soaking pussy. I let out a gasp of surprise as he thrusts it inside me in one motion.

My intimacy does not oppose the slightest resistance to him, totally open and ready to receive whatever he wants to give it. I can't believe I'm so turned on by something so depraved.

My breath hitches as he immediately turns on the toy. The vibrations are already intense inside me, making me writhe in pleasure. If it weren't for his hands holding my hips in the air, I know I would have already collapsed on the bed, completely submissive to my libido.

Already, I feel the heat spreading through my body. I'm so focused on this intense pleasure that I barely feel my lover take the wand out of my privacy. It’s not until I feel lube running over me again that I realize what is about to happen.

Immediately, I contract, threatening to eject the dildo bustling inside me. Firmly, my lover pushes it inside again, making slight movements of back and forth with it. Pleasure takes over, and I try to relax as his hand spreads my ass apart again, and his cock lines up at my most taboo entrance. The man leans over me, whispering in my ear.

“You can take it, Baby Girl. Make me proud.”

I shudder at his authoritative tone, but nod my head anyway. With delicacy, my dominant begins to insinuate his tip into me. I grit my teeth as he passes my jagged outline. This is probably the hardest part, and I can handle it.

I sigh with relief as his member continues to enter me, making its way through this passage reduced by the presence of the dildo in my other entrance. My teeth bite the sheet under me, threatening to tear it at any moment.

My dominant stops without being fully in, his hands sliding down my back. With an expert gesture, he undoes my handcuffs, giving me back the use of my hands. I relax my arms, resting them on either side of my head without straightening up.

Without wasting another moment, my master continues to thrust into me, only stopping when his hips meet mine. My breathing is labored, yet I don't struggle or say my safe word.

It doesn't matter that I feel stretched like never before, his cock opening me wide to the breaking point. If I got this far, I can keep going. The warmth in the pit of my stomach lets me know that the resulting orgasm will be the strongest I have ever experienced.

Slowly, my lover withdraws to better sink back into me. Instinctively, I come to bite my hand, trying to find there a little help to support this imposing presence in me. But Anthony does not accept this. He tugs on my arm sharply.

“Don't make me tie you up again. I want to hear you. Show me how much you like being fucked in all your holes. You like it, huh, my little slut?”

“Yes! Master… Please, don't stop!”

I can barely pronounce these words. One of my hands slides between my legs, pressing down on the dildo to keep it deep inside me. Anthony's movements accelerate, pleasure mixing with a slight tugging that only increases my excitement.

Soon I’m moaning loudly, not even recognizing my own voice. When did I become such a slut? To hear me, you might think I'm shooting a porn. After all, what we do is worthy of it.

I want more. More pleasure, more sensations. So my hand grabs the dildo inside me again, and I start to move it, mimicking my lover's movements, pushing it deep inside me like my life depended on it.

My other hand slides over my clit, rolling it, pinching it, tugging it, doing everything I can to bring myself ever faster, ever harder into my orgasm.

My lover encourages me to do so, whispering nonsense to me as his fingers grip my hips. He's pounding me now, pushing deeper inside me. My brain totally disconnects. There is no more morality, no more shame. Only this mad pursuit of an orgasm.

“That's it. Milk my cock. Come on it, little slut.”

My response is just a moan, a pathetic squeal that turns into a silent scream as an orgasm rips through me, devastating everything in its path. White sparks flash before my eyes as my entire body convulses, contracting and relaxing around the cocks filling my holes.

I let my hands drop. I no longer have the strength for anything. I am a rag doll that my dominant pushes into the mattress with his devastating thrusts. A growl, and he empties deep inside me, marking me with his seed.

He collapses on top of me, making my bed creak. For long moments, we say nothing, both devastated by these orgasms of incomparable power.


Chapter 5

I sigh with relief as I let the water cover my weary limbs. Let me tell you, the inventor of the bathtub is a genius. I smile as Anthony grabs me in his arms, pulling me back until my back is resting on his chest. He keeps his hands on my stomach, caressing it absently with the tip of his thumb.

I close my eyes, letting myself go in this sudden access of tenderness. What a contrast. How to believe that this man so delicate, so affectionate, is the same one who fucked me into submission?

But he is. I think I should give my landlord a gift for deciding to do this renovating work, and hire Anthony. We would never have met otherwise. And maybe I would never have even dared to try these fantasies that ran through my most lustful dreams.

Who else but him would have known how to introduce me to BDSM in this way, both patiently and firmly?

I moan softly as he kisses the thin skin of my neck. I'm too tired to know if I'm excited or not. I have the impression that with him, a single gesture, a single look, is enough to awaken the fire in me. Even after a day like this one.

Slowly, his hands glide down my body, cleaning me. I turn to face him, my hands resting on his chest as our eyes dive into each other. Without a word, I kiss him.

There is not this urgency, this devastating passion that we usually know. No, here it’s only the expression of my gratitude and my satisfaction. When I'm in his arms, I feel incredibly good. I wish this moment would last forever.

I wonder what will happen when the work is finished. Will he keep coming to see me? I sure hope so. We break our kiss, and Anthony absently plays his thumb on my lower lip. Looking pensive, he shared his thoughts with me.

“So, you liked it, right? Being exposed like that when we went out? Would you like to start again?”

“Please don't make me go out with something inside me again tonight.”

I whine with a grimace. He chuckles softly, placing a quick kiss on my lips.

“Don't worry. I’m planning to order something and watch a movie. I think you've had enough emotions for today.”

I smile and nod, before planting a kiss on his lips again. But soon, curiosity takes over.

“What exactly did you have in mind?”

“Oh, I have some ideas to make your days at college much more interesting. Trust me little girl, I'm far from done with you.”
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He’s 40. I’m 22.

He’s an experienced dominant. I’ve never been touched by a man.

We weren’t meant to be. He was just supposed to do the renovations in my apartment. But when he caught me touching myself while moaning his name, everything changed. His belt slamming into my thin skin was just a glimpse of what he’s capable of. Now?

I want to be the best submissive he’s ever had.

He can use me however he wants. My body belongs to him. Punishment or reward, I welcome them with the same greed. No matter the pain or the limits he pushes back, I never utter my safe word. Every toy he pushes into me, every rope he ties around my body, makes me wetter than ever.

And if he wants to share me with four of his attractive colleagues, I’m ready to spread my legs to take them in every part of my body.

What can I say? I’m a Good Submissive…

◆◆◆

Blind Submission

Emily Colter's first BDSM novella
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I am his. Body and soul.

And yet, I don't even know his face.

I've always been a good girl, doing everything right. But when I arrive in this new city, alone and bored to death, I can't resist the call of vice.

I never thought that signing up on a BDSM dating app would have such consequences. I just wanted to have fun, pass the time. But now…

I find myself in the hands of the most dominant man I have ever met.

It doesn't matter that he requires me to wear a blindfold, depriving me of his identity. How can that matter when he’s turning my fantasies into reality?

In a hotel room or at the opera, in a bed or behind a webcam, there is no place where I do not let this dominant use me. And if he wants to tie me up and use toys on me, I'm definitely not going to stop him.

Deprived of my sight, I have no choice but to surrender to blind submission.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica
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“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

The women in these books used to be sweet and innocent. But when their paths crossed a dominant older man, everything changed.

It doesn’t matter what they were before. Roommate, intern, or hot wife… They’re all sluts now, ready to do anything for their masters. Even expose themselves in public or in front of a camera.

And if they act like brats… They’ll be punished.

With a crop or a paddle, tied up to the ceiling or to a table, they’ll have to take it all to please the dominant man they serve. Even if it means spreading their legs for other men.

They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…

They’ll always beg for more.

◆◆◆

Training her
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“The rules are simple. As soon as you walk through the front door, you get naked and put on your collar. For the next twenty-four hours, you’re mine.”

My hot, charismatic neighbor haunts my dirtiest dreams. He may be older, but I've never wanted anyone but him. Only he will be able to twist my twenty-two-year-old body with pleasure. When he starts looking for a companion, I know this is my chance. I just didn't know he was looking for so much more.

He wants a SUBMISSIVE.

I may be inexperienced and nervous, but I don't run away. I'll let him do whatever he wants. He'll test my patience, forcing me to kneel beside him while he works. He'll punish me for coming uninvited and acting like the slut I am. I'm not ready for him to tie me up, but he knows me better than I know myself. Pain or ecstasy, he's going to give it all to me, filling my whole body with his toys... or him.

I’m ready for him to be my DOMINANT. Even if it means losing every bit of my innocence.
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